DISMAY
The Crown Prince loses control. Only wise old Pashitch 4 keeps his head, for the Tsar is silent. He diplomatically leaves both roads open, and if he shuts one door of the Temple of Janus by accepting the Ultimatum, he opens the other at the same time, and orders general mobilisation.
One o'clock. King Peter sits before the fatal paper, the first to read what is soon to be laid before a doxen Heads of States. His people have hardly drawn breath, and now he must call them to arms again.
Murder brought him to the throne eleven years ago; the Russian Minister looked on at the window while the last Obrenovitch was butchered opposite. At last the duel of the two dynasties was over, but like Banquo's ghost it reappears to the old man in his hours of destiny. England has advised moderation. Is this still the same England which of old recalled its Minister just because King Peter had foreknowledge of his enemy's murder?* Much was smoothed over afterwards, but the old man still feels that he is disliked. The Tsar is great! He refused, indeed, to give his daughter; but he is mighty, and he hates Austria.
Peter signs the edict of mobilisation. A Court train is made up, the gold reserve and the archives are put on it, and at 3 o'clock the Royal Family and the Government leave the capital, which lies on the Austrian frontier, for the interior of Serbia. The fortress, the station, the city ate all in movement; the garrison leaves the walls, munitions are transported, all goes southward towards Nlsh.
Suddenly there appears a sight which brings the lectors of war nearer home to every heart than the false romanticism of the troops with their music and flags: tj&e first hosj|M. trains, appearing like confessors before the sin has been committed, in silent admonition.
Meanwhile, the Austrian has packed up household and offic*f§ffects, and is standing ready in his travelling clothes In sute and certain hope of a rejection, when, shortly
66t are stuck up open at the Post Office. They are all encouraging. Fresh processions to the Palace: "Down with Austria! Woe to all cowards!"
